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Pride, Despair, and Debt 


It took a while for 
either of us to admit 
that dieing had been our 
own fault. It seems to be 
a condition of human 
existence that the hard 
truth’s are difficult for 
an individual to accept. 
We cried out against the 
bandits, and, at first, did 
not understand the looks 
we received in return. 
Our fellow miners were, 
to say the least, 
unsympathetic. After some 
discreet words from our 
friends and some serious 
soul searching we 
understood why so many 
of the other miners had 
smiled. I would like to say 
that it was myself that 
understood first, but it 
was in fact my brother. 
We were, it seems, quite 
unusual. No other miner 
had avoided bandits as 
long as we had. It was 
even more unusual once 
you considered that we 
had had no help in 
learning to avoid them. 
Then to add insult to 
injury we had become 
quite arrogant about our 
abilities both in avoiding 


bandits and in mining. In 
hindsight, that was the 
height of hubris ina city 
that boasted the largest 
number of Master and 
Grandmaster miners 
anywhere in Sosaria. 
Perhaps had we not been 
so full of unfounded 
pride, someone would have 
warned us that the 
bandits had specifically 
been seeking information 
to single us out. Still, 
though the lesson had 
been quite harsh, painful, 
and deadly, we learned it. 
Over the next few 

months we kept our 

heads down and worked 

our trade, and in return 
we found more of our 
fellow miners unbending. 
My brother went back to 
mining in the north mines, 
but I myself could not. 
The memory of the 
Virtue’s judgment figured 
large in my mind. I was 
tormented by the fact 

that I had again fallen by 
betraying the Virtues, 
this time that of 
Humility. To me the north 
mines was a symbol of 

that failure and I found 
it painful to go there. 

My failure in Pride 
prayed upon me so much 
that I began staying at 
home and avoiding people. 
My brother was 

completely mystified over 
why I was acting this 

way. I had not told him 
of my encounter with the 
Virtues, for that seemed 
too private for even my 
brother to know. Still, he 


did his best to cheer me 
up, even without knowing 
the source of my anquish. 
There are days from that 
time where the only thing 
I clearly remember is my 
brother making a joke 
that would make me 

laugh, or doing a similar 
kindness. He also brought 
healers to look at me, 
thinking they might be 
able to help me. Although 
they all told him it was 
a thing of the mind, he 
did not stop trying to 
find me help. I would sit 
wrapped within myself as 
they came and went, 
barely noticing them at 
all. Then, in the greatest 
depth of my despair, I 
called out to the Virtues 
with a wordless cry for 
forgiveness. I had not 
felt worthy enough, 
before then, to do so, 
but as I did I felt a 
warm sensation upon my 
chest. When I looked for 
the source of this, it 
turned out to be the 
symbol of Valor that 
Strider had given me. 
With it in hand, I could 
feel the forgiveness 
radiating from it, and I 
knew without words that 
my death had been the 
punishment for my lapse. 
The despair had been my 
own, but the Virtues 
would not forgive when 
none was asked for. 
Slowly I began the task 
of living again. My body 
was weak, since I had not 
been eating well. I began 
training to bring my body 


back to health. Alceeair 
was overjoyed to say the 
least, and acted like a 
mother hen as I put 
myself back to rights. 
I’ve since come to the 
conclusion that one’s twin 
makes a bad nurse, for 

he badgered me worse 

then our mother used to 
do. Once I was well 
enough to begin mining 
again, my heath improved 
drastically, and I began to 
relearn the skills I had 
forgotten during my 
illness. When it came 
time to put our ingots in 
the bank I learned the 
other thing my brother 
had not told me before. 
The healers and other 
specialists he had brought 
to see me had not come 
cheaply. Our stock of 
ingots, and even the 
money we had received 
from Yew, were almost 
gone. There were also 
other bills we had run up 
that we had no money to 
pay for, because my 
brother had been staying 
with me instead of mining 
for some time. Since I 
had my health back we 
went to all of our 
creditors and begged for 
time to pay them back. 
Most agreed, and those 
that did not we paid 
immediately from that 
last of our cash. Once 
that had been settled we 
began mining like there 
was no tomorrow. Instead 
of saving the work of a 
day, we came in and sold 
it, then distributed the 


monies to our creditors 
so they knew we were 
working diligently to pay 
them back. That helped us 
immensely for everyone 
knew we kept only the 
smallest amount of money 
for ourselves to live on, 
and so even the bandits 
did not consider us worth 
robbing. We had also 
given up our place in 
town and began camping 

in the forest to allow us 
to live cheaper. Moving 
like that could have 
caused us problems of 
course, however the fact 
that we came in the next 
day as usual to put some 
money on our bills and to 
let them know where our 
camp was now located, 
stopped any worries 
before they could start. 
It took us working like 
maniacs until spring to 
pay off everything, for 
my brother had run up 
some truly astonishing 
amounts in caring for me. 
The feeling of paying off 
the last of our creditors 
was almost indescribable, 
for in doing that, we 
were again free to do as 
we wished and go 

wherever we desired to 
go. Of course the ability 
to travel requires money, 
so for the next few 
months we did continue in 
our mining. Since we were 
still camping in the 
forest and hunting to 
reduce what we had to 
spend, we were able to 
keep most of what we 
made. It was not as much 


as some would think. For 
months we had ooded 

the market for ingots in 
our efforts to pay off 
creditors, and ingots were 
becoming extremely cheap. 
Where this was probably 

a boon for the 
blacksmiths in Minoc, it 
was somewhat discouraging 
for us to see the fruit 
of our labor going for so 
little. There are those 
who disparage the skill of 
mining as easy work and 
easy to master, but I’ve 
never found one of those 
who had ever actually 
tried mining. We at least 
received appreciation from 
the Master and 
Grandmaster blacksmiths, 
for most of those back 
then were miners 
themselves. Our work 
allowed them to 
concentrate on 
blacksmithing instead of 
mining, and during our 
time in Minoc we helped 
many to master that 

craft using our ingots. 
Gratitude aside, it was 
soon enough that my 
brother and I knew we 
needed to decide our 
future path. The market 
in Minoc was glutted and 
would not return to 
normal for a very long 
time, we had enough cash 
to go wherever we willed, 
and although our skills in 
mining were constantly 
improving, we knew that 
we were stagnating. We 
took a week to discuss 
our options and what we 
wanted to do in life. 


Many things came up, and 
just as many were 
discarded. The first thing 
we agreed on was that 

we both needed a break 
from mining. That of 
course left us with fewer 
options to explore. In the 
end it was a friend of 
ours, a town guard for 
Minoc, who set us on the 
path we took. In his 
early years he had been 
an adventurer, and he had 
seen much of Sosaria in 
his youth. He told us of 
the evil things that 
inhabited the dungeons, as 
well as the riches that 
could be made from them. 
It also happened that the 
one least infested with 
evil was located just a 
few days from Britain. 

He had cut his own teeth 
there, and judged us 
capable enough warriors 
to survive and prosper in 
that place. With that 
goal firmly in mind our 
path was set. 
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